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SCENES OF HORROR; 


Or, THE Convent oF Miranpna DE Cervo. 


Related by a British officer, in a series of letters to 
a friend. 


The French army had long suffered terrible pri- 
vations. We all knew that Massena could not much 
longer retain his position, and the Great Lord (as 
the Spaniards call Wellington) allowed famine to 
do the work of a charge of bayonets. Our army 
was weary of the lines. It felt as if cooped up by 
an enemy it yet despised, and would have gladly 
marched out to storm the formidable French en- 
campments and such was the first idea that struck 
many of us when, on the fifth of March, the army 
was put in motion, and the animating music of the 
regimental bands rung thro the rocky ridges of 
Torres Vedras. But it was soon universally un- 
derstood, that the French were in full retreat.— 
There was now no hope of a great pitched battle; 
and all that I could expect was that as our regi- 
ment formed part of the advance, we might now 
and then have a brush with the rear guard of the 
French, which was you know composed of the 
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flower of the army, and commanded by marshal 
Ney, ‘the bravest of the brave.’ 


I will give you, in another letter, an account of 


the most striking scenes I witnessed during the 
pursuit after our ferocious enemy. They had been 
cheated out of a victory over us, (so they said, 
and so in Gallic presumption they probably felt,) 
when, some months before, Massena beheld that 
army which he threatened to drive into the sea, 
frowning on him from impregnable heights, all 
bristling with cannon. Instead of battle and con- 
quest and triumph, they had long remained in 
hopeless inactivity; and at last their convoys be- 
ing interrupted by the guerillas, they had endured 
all the intensest miseries of famine. Accordingly, 
when they broke up, the soul of the French army 
was in a burning fever of savage wrath. ‘The con- 
summate skill of their leaders, and the unmitigat- 
ed severity of their discipline, kept the troops in 
firm and regular order; and certainly on all oc- 
casions, when I had an opportunity of seeing the 
rear guard, its movements were most beautiful. I 
could not help admiring the mass moving slowly 
away like a multitude of demons all obeying the 
signs of one master spirit. 


Call me not illiberal in thus speaking of our foe. 
Wait till you have heard from me a detailed ac- 
count of their merciless butcheries, and then you 
will admit that a true knight violates not the laws 
of chivalry in uttering his abhorrence of blood- 
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12 —Seenes of Horror, 
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thirsty barbarians:—The ditches were often lite- 
rally filled with clotted and coagulated blood, as 
with mire; the bodies of peasants, put to death 
like dogs, were lyin ‘e horribly mangled; lit- 
tle naked infants, of * old or less, were found 
besmeared in the mud of the road, transfixed with 
bayonet wounds; and in one instance a child of 
about a month old, [ myself saw, with the bayonet 
left still sticking in its neck; young women and 
matrons were found lying dead with cruel and 
shameful wounds; and as if some general law to 
that clfect had been promulgated to the army, the 
priesis were hanged upon trees by the road side. 
—But no more of this at present. 

I wish now to give you some idea of a scene I 
Witnessed at Miranda de Cervo, on the day of our 
pursuit. Yet I fear that a sight so terrible cannot 
be shadowed out, except in the memory of him who 
beheld it. L entered the town about dusk. It had 
been a black, grim, and gloomy sort of a day—at 
one time fierce blasts of wind, and at another, per- 
fect stillness, with far-off thunder. Altogether, 
there was a wild adaption of the weather and the 
day to the retreat of a great army. Huge masses 
of clouds lay motionless on the sky before us; and 
then they would break up suddenly, as with a 
whirlwind, anc roll off in the red and bloody dis- 
tance. I felt myself, towards the fail of the even- 
ing, in a state of strange excitement. My imagin- 
ation got the better entirely of all my other facul- 
ties, and I was like a man ina grand but terrific 
dream, who never thinks of questioning any thing 
he sees or hears, but believes all the phantasms a- 
round with a strength of conviction seemingly pro- 
portional to their utier dissimilarity to the subjects 
of the real world of nature. 

Just as I was passmg the great cross in the 
principal street, I met an old haggard-looking 
wretch— a woman who seemed to have in her hol- 
low eyes an unaccountable expression of cruelty 
—a glance like that of madness, but her deport- 
ment was quiet and moral, and she was evidently 
of the middle rank of society, tho her dress was 
faded and squalid. She told me (without being 
questioned) in broken English, that I would find 
comfortable accommodation in an old convent that 
stood at some distance among a groove of cork 
trees, pointing to them, at the same time, with her 
long shrivelled hand and arm, and giving a sort 
of hysterical laugh—You will find, added she, no- 
body there to disturb you. 
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I followed her advice with a kind of superstiti- 
ous acquiescence. There was no reason to antici- 
pate any adventure or danger in the convent; yet 
the wild eyes, and the wilder voice of the misera- 
ble wretch, powerfully affected me, and tho, after 
all, she was only such an old woman as ene may 
see #!most any where. I really began to invest her 
with many most imposing qualities; till I found 
that in a sort of reverie, | had walked up a pretty 
long flight of steps, and was standing at the en- 
trance to the cloisters of the conyent. I then saw 
something that made me speedily forget the old 
woman; tho what it was I did see, I could not, in 
the first moments of my amazement and horror, 
very distinctly comprehend. 

Above a hundred dead bodies lay and sate before 
my eyes, all of them apparently in the very atti- 
tude or posture in which they had died. I looked 


at them at least a minute before I knew that they, 


were all corpses. Something in the mortal silence 
of the place, told me, that I alone was alive in this 
dreadful company. A desperate courage enabled 
ine then to look stedfastly at the scene before me. 
The bodies were mostly clothed in mats and rugs, 
and tattered great coats; some of them merely 
wrapped round about with girdles of straw; and 
two or three perfectly naked. Every face had a 
different expression; but all painful, horrid, ago- 
nised, bloodless. Many glazed eyes were wide 
open; and perhaps this was the most shocking 
thing in the whole spectacle. So many eyes that 
saw not, all seemingly fixed on different objects: 
some cast up to heaven, some looking straight for- 
ward, and some with the white orbs turned round, 
and deep sunk in the sockets. ‘These wretched be- 
ings were mostly all desperately or mortally 
wounded; and after having been stripped by their 
comrades, they had been left there dead, and to 
die. Such were they who, as the old hag said, 
would not trouble me. 

I had begun toview this ghastly sight with some 
composure, when I saw, at the remotest part of 
this kind of hospital, a gigantic figure sitting co- 
vered with blood, and almost naked, upon a rude 
bedstead, with his back leaning against the wall, 
and his eyes fixed directly on mine. I thought he 
was alive, and shuddered; but he was stone-dead. 
In his last agonies, he had bitten his under lip al- 
most off, and his long black beard was drenched 
in clotted gore that likewise lay in large blots on 
his shaggy bosom. One of his hands had convul- 
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sively grasped the woodwork of the bedstead, and 
which was crushed in the grasp. I recognised the 
corpse: He was a sergeant in a grenadier regi- 
ment; and during the retreat, distinguished for 
acts of savage valor. One day, he killed, with his 
own hand, Harry Warburton, the right hand man 
of my own company, perhaps the finest made and 
most powerful man in the British army. My sol- 
diers had nick-named him with a very coarse ap- 
pellation; and I really felt as if he and I were ac- 
quaintances. There he sate, as if frozen to death. 
I went up to the body, and raised up the giant’s 
arm; it fell down again with a hollow sound 
against the bloody side of the corpse. 

My eyes unconsciously wandered along the 
walls. They were covered with grotesque figures 
and caricatures of the British, absolutely drawn 
in blood. Horrid blasphemies, and the most shock- 
ing obscenities in the shape of songs, were in like 
manner written there; and you may guess what an 
effect they had upon me, when the wretches who 
had conceived them lay all dead corpses around 
my feet. 1 saw two books lying on tue floor. I 
lifted them up. One seemed to be full of the most 
hideous obscenity: the other was the Bible! It is 
impossible to tell you the horror produced in me 
by this circumstance. The books fell from my 
hand. They fell upon the breast of one of the bo- 
dies. It was a woman’s breast. A woman had lived 
and died in such a place as this! What had been 
in that heart, now still, perhaps only a few hours 
before? I know not. It is possible, love, strong as 
death,—love, guilty, abandoned, depraved, and 
linked by vice into misery,—but still, love, that 
perished but with the last throb, and yearned in 
the last convulsion towards some one of these 
grim dead bodies. I think some such idea as this 
came across me at the time; or has it now only 
arisen? 

Near this corpse lay that of a boy, certainly 
not more than 17 years of age. There was a little 
copper figure of the Virgin Mary round his neck, 
suspended by a chain of hair: it was of little value, 
else it had not been suffered to remain there. In 
his hand was a letter. I saw enough to know it 
was from his mother—*Mon chere fils!” It was 
a terrible place to think of mother, of home, of 
any human social ties. Have these ghastly things 
parents, brothers, sisters, lovers? Were they once 
all happy in peaceful homes? Did these convulsed, 
bloody and mangled bodies, once lic in undisturb- 


Scenes of Horror. 
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ed beds? Did those clenched*hands once press i) 
infancy a mother’s breast? Now all was loathsome, 
terrible, ghostly! Human nature itself seemed here 
to be debased and brutifie®® Will such creatures. 
I thought, ever live again? Why should they:— 
Robbers, ravishers, incendiaries, murderers, sui- 
cides (for a dragoon lay with a pistol in his hand, 
and his skull shattered to pieces), heroes! ‘The 
only two powers that reigned here were Agony) 
and Death. Whatever might have been their cha- 
racters when alive, all faces were now alike. I 
could not in those fixed contortions, tell what was 
pain from what was anger—iisery from wicked- 
ness. £ 

It was how almost dark, and the night was set- 
ting in stormier than the day. A vivid flash of 
lightning suddenly illuminated this hold of death, 
and for a moment showed me more distinctly the 
terrific array. A loud squall of wind came round 
the building, and the old window-casement gave 
way, and fell with a shivering crash in upon the 
floor. Something rose up with an angry growl 
from among the dead bodies: it was a huge dark 
colored wolf-dog, with a spiked collar round his 
neck; and seeing me, he leaped forward with 
gaunt. and bony limbs. I am confident that his 
jaws were bloody. I had instinctively moved back- 
ward towards the door. The surly savage return- 
ed growling to his lair: and in a state of stupe- 
faction, I found myself in the open air. A bugle 
was playing, and the light infantry company of 
my own regiment was entering the village with 
loud shouts and huzzas. 


SELECT SENTENCES. 


You had better find out one of your own faulis, 
than a dozen of your neighbors. Reform yourseli 
first, and then others. 

Let scandal alone, and it will die of itself; op- 
pose it, and it will spread the faster. 


A clear conscience is better than a clear es- - 


tate. 


To report an injury is to be almost as bad as 
the aggressor. To remind another of a favor vo- 
luntarily done in the hour of adversity, cancels 
at once the obligation and the debt of gratitude, 

To insult the poor for poverty, is to insult 
God’s providence. 
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MARRIED, 29th ult. by the rev. Mr. Mayer, 
John Godfrey Wachsmuth, esq. to Mrs. Dutilh, 
widow of the late Stephen Dutilh, esq. 


Another proof of the beneficent spirit of Philadel- 
phia.—An association has just been formed for the 
purpose of securing the benefit of country air, 
during the summer months, to the children of 
those whose limited circumstances deprive them 
of it. The use of a part of the city hospital near 
the beautiful and ‘thealthy situation of Bush Hill, 
has been obtained for the purpose, and accommo- 
dations and necessaries provided proper for sick 
children, with their mothers, and medical attend- 
ance, gratis. 





The deaths in Philadelphia the week ending 
July 18, were 93: of these, 19 were children, who 
dicd of the cholera morbus, 

In New York, same week, the deaths were $1: 
12 by typhus fever. 

In Baltimore, the deaths were, the week be- 
fore, 70: 19 by drinking cold water—17 by cho- 
lera morbus. 

A great drought prevails in S. Carolina, and 
adjacent states: in one district of Georgia, no rain 
had fallen for 39 days. 

By every mail we hear of robberies of Ameri- 
can vessels, by privateers of patriots and pirates. 
On the 25th May last, a sch’n from Charleston 
was boarded by a pilot boat armed vessel, shew- 
ing no colors, About 25 persons came on board, 
and robbed her of articles to amount of $4000. 


According to recent estimation, there are 297 
banks in the U. S. 


In the state of New York, there are 1200 at- 
tornies and counsellors, 


Mrs. French, having accumulated a sufficient 


sum to relieve her husband from debt, has relin- 
guished her project of giving concerts. 


A company of adventurers are at present en- 
gaged with the diving bell, in descending [60 ft.] 
at Hurlgate, in search of a quantity of specie said 
to be sunk there on board the British frigate Hus- 
sar, in the revolutionary war. 
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**Prodigious! or Childe Paddie in London.”’—This 
new satirical work, which has just appeared in 
England, may be justly regarded as one of the 
most interesting publications of the kind, being 
replete with wit and humor, in relating variety of 
original anecdote and literary information, with 
which it abounds; censuring goodhumoredly the 
follies and eccentricities of many well-known in- 
dividuals; and noticing, with candor and liberali- 
ty, the good qualities in each character it pour- 
trays. 

Miss Lucy Aitkin, in London, is preparing for 
the press, Memoirs of the Court of Queen Eliza- 
beth, with various anecdotes of that interesting 
period of English history. 

The first volume of the history of Great Bri- 
tain, from 1684 to 1789, is expected soon to ap- 
pear in England, from the pen of Sir James 
Mackintosh. 

Mr. John Bellamy has finished his twenty 
years labor on the Hebrew Scriptures. 


Mr. Richard Hand in England has written a 
treatise on painting on glass, which corrects the 
error that the ancients excelled, and proves that 
the art has never been lost. 

The university of Dorport in Russia contains 
300 students, a philosophical cabinet, and a libra- 
ry of 30,000 volumes. 


A man in France lately hanged himself, and left 
a written paper stating the cause, that he had just 
lost 20,000 francs at gaming, with a contract for 
an annuity of 12,000, and, last of all, his watch. 


At Algiers, the plague still rages, carrying off 
from 70 to 100 daily. 

The British victories still continue over the na- 
tive powers of India: the Pindarees however are 
not yet subdued. 


Amongst the novel inventions, in this meclani- 
cal age, an instrument has just been completed in 
England, for turning over the leaves of a Music- 
book, without obliging the performer to take his 
hand from the keys. 

At the palace of the duke of Devonshire, on the 
banks of a fine piece of water, is a tree made of 
copper, representing a willow, from every ‘caf of 
which issues water, by the turning of a cock, se 
as to form an artificial shower. 
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| [By our Letter-Box.] 


THE MIRROR OF REAL LIFE. 


“To reform the faulty, and give an innocent amuse- 
ment to those who are not so.” 





By an association of Female Spies. 


Picrure E1ecursu. 


If the reader’s likeness is not in this picture, it may 
be in the next. 

It appears that of late years, the family of 
the Wrongheads have increased to’ a prodigious 
number; or, if not more numerous now than in 
the golden days of good George Washington, we 
have certainly seen more, since we took upon our- 
selves this honorable occupation of spying into the 
most secret recesses of domestic and public af- 
fairs. We have seen with our eyes such things as 
the report of would in former times have been 
treated as mere fiction; and indeed all the tales 
that romance writers can furnish us with, comes 
infinitely short of many present characters. We 
have knight-adventurers eclipsing Don Quixote. 
We have hypocrites and se/f-savers, of whom Sir 
Hudibras, in laying the whipping-task on the back 
of his poor squire, is but a very imperfect model. 
We have fathers who, to save expense, push their 
daughters into other families, to be maintained for 
them, without an expression of thanks, or even a 
bare mention of the obligation. We have our 
‘Tharsites, our Panduruses, our Demagores, in a 
much higher degree than ever poet or historian 
painted them. We have girls too idle to support 
themselves, without the assistance of visiting by 
the week, solemnly declaring that they would ne- 
ver on any account “‘marry a mechanic!” who, at 
the same time, were they to look on their own 
father, they would see one in the husband of their 
mother! Thus is it difficult for us to say, whether 
folly or wickedness most abounds among us, and 
whether there are more people who purchase what 
they call happiness at the expense of their princi- 
ple, or who forfeit all pretensions to honor by 
their avarice and madness. We have dependents, 
who absolutely think it beneath their dignity to 
assist the inmates in the housewifery of the very 
family which supports them; and who are even 
punctiliously scrupulous, in etiquette, whether or 
not they ought to accept an invitation from a re- 
spectable neighbor to genteel employment at her 


Utile Dulce. 
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needle! We have men who send their wives into 
the country, so that they may revel with ‘choice 
spirits,” without restraint at home. We have wi- 
dows afflicted almost beyond recovery at the loss 
of their husbands, who turn out for another as 
soon as the moon changes. We have young wo- 
men so afraid of dying old maids, who, choosing 
the least of two evils, prefer courting the men, be- 
fore the men can assume confidence to court them! 
We have boys, with “unrazored lips,” who think 
themselves men, and strut the streets with mon- 
key-imitation! and we have men, with ‘‘snow- 
white locks,” who think themselves young as the 
amorous stripling, and ogle, romp, and fondle with 
the buxom lasses, like father Winter personified, 
and dressed in lambs-wool. 

In fine, when we thus sum up our adventures, 
and reflect on the vices and follies we have wit- 
nessed, we cannot help crying out with the poet, 


“There is no wonder, or else all is wonder.” 


THE PRESIDENT. 


To the Editor. 


Mr. Lewis—Having observed that you have 
altered the plan of your weekly publication, I take 
this opportunity of offering to you my best wish- 
es, hoping that now, as you have permitted the 
gentlemen to partake of the pleasures of reading 
your agreeable ** Philadelphia Reporter,” you will 
meet with that encouragement which you deserve, 
and which, I trust, you will never have it in your 
power to say the Philadelphians denied you. 

However, there is one, but one, fault, that I find 
with your paper—that you do not devote enough 
of your valuable sheets to Poetry—therefore, hav- 
ing perceived your approbation of Campbell's 
poems, I will from time to time send you a few 
selections. CINCINNATUS. 


_--——_--— 


[The favors of Cincinnatus will no doubt be ac- 
ceptable, if communicated by the medium of the Let 
ter-Box placed in the window of the office No. 164 
south Eleventh street, and not by that of the fosz- 
office in Chesnut street, unless post-paid by the 
writer. We have no objection to extend our poetica! 
department with origina/s of merit; but we question 
whether our subscribers would prefer a less quantity 
of prose, to make room for select poetry. However, 
in respect to our correspondent, we are willing te 
make the experiment.—Ep.} 











i6 Selected Caricty, 


tee ee PtP P ee eae e ee oo Lee eee ee ee ee eee ee ee eee PRR WUORAAAWADEAADWE DAES ERELERNEUDIWADA PEPER EADEOU0A14 05 09402000084 4848 08 


DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 


To cure Butter—Butter cured with one half 
ounce of salt, one-fourth ounce of salt petre, and 
one-fourth ounce of moist sugar,pounded together, 
and used in the proportion of one ounce to the 
pound of butter, will, on trial, be found to keep 
any length of time, and have a much finer flavor 
than when salted in the usual manner. 

Baked Rice-Pudding.—Put half a pound of rice 
into three quarts of skimmed milk; and add two 
ounces of molasses, and bake it. It will make 
nearly four pounds of pudding. 

Boiled Rice-Pudding.—Boil a pound of rice in 
a pudding-bag, tied so loose as to be capable of 
holding five times the quantity. It will produce 


five pounds of solid pudding, and may be eaten 


with great flavor, with a little molasses. 

To restore tainted meat.—Take about half a 
bushel of charcoal, and, after taking the meat out 
of the barrel, and draining off the offensive pickle, 
re-pack it by laying pieces of the charcoal between 
every piece of meat; then make a new pickle, ad- 
ding a little salt-petre, and head up the cask. In 
a week it will be as good and sweet as when first 
put up. 

Substitute for sea-bathing.—Take as many gal- 
fons of water as will fill the third of the bathing- 
tub you intend to use. To this add about as much 
common sea-salt as there is water: if boiling wa- 
ter be used, the salt will immediately dissolve; if 
not, it will dissolve gradually afterwards. This 
bath is highly recommended to be kept in families 
by Dr. Sims, who says it will keep good any num- 
ber of years, and therefore not expensive. He says 
it may be used by persons of the weakest consti- 
tutions with the happiest effects; and may be em- 
ployed in the midst of frost and snow without the 
least danger of catching cold. 

Invalid’s Easy Chair.—We had an opportunity 
of inspecting a very important invention, designed 
for the use and comfort of invalids of all descrip- 
tions, whether diseased in body or limb. It is a 
large comfortable Easy Chair, so admirably con- 
structed, that the slightest exertion of the patient 
will cause it to travel in any direction he pleases 
around the room, or from one room to another; 
and the greatest power necessary to be exercised 
for this purpose, is not half equal to that of turning 
the crank of a common coffee mill. Persons afflict- 
ed with the gout, &c. will find this trifling exercise 
of the hands, not only easy but efficacious. 
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Ice.—W ater instantly congeals by being placed 


in dried oatmeal beneath the exhausted receiver of 


an air-pump, and remains in a frozen state until 
the whvle of the ice evaporates, 





ANECDOTES. 


A cockney, who had heard much of the ballad 
of ‘Robin Adair,’ asked a friend if he had heard 
‘Robin had hair’-—who not wishing to appear igno- 
rant, answered, ‘to be sure I have, who the d—l 
said he was bald?’ 

‘Here you boy, hold my horse!” said a dashing 
beau to an Irishman. ‘Arrah! then, is he hard to 
hold?’ ‘No, not very hard.’ ‘Does he take two to 
hold him?’ ‘No! *Then if he takes but one, you 
may hold him yourself.’ 

An Irishman some time ago attending the uni- 
versity of Edinburgh, waited upon one of the most 
celebrated teachers of the German flute, desiring to 
know on what terms he would give him a few les- 
sons; the flute-player informed him, that he gen- 
erally charged two guineas for the first month, and 
one guinea for the second, “Then, by my shoul,’ re- 
plied the cunning Hibernian, ‘I?ll come the second 
month!” 

A courtier informed his king, that there was a 
spot in his garden which would produce nothing: 
‘Plant (said the king) a bed of lawyers!’ 

A gentleman dining on a very tough piece of 
beef, began scratching his plate with his knife; 
and being asked the reason, replied, ‘to set his 
teeth an edge.’ 

A merchant sold off his goods by the lump, and 
his clerk settled his books by the lump; that is, 
he sold all the goods he had on hand for a certain 
sum by the lump, and his clerk, to close his busi- 
ness, burnt his books by the lump. 

A corregidor debating to what death to condemn 
a criminal, for whom hanging was too little, his 
clerk, who had a terrible scolding wife, said, 
‘Ifad we best not marry him?’ 

At the breaking up of a late tavern dinner par- 
ty, two of the company fell down stairs—the one 
to the first landing place, the other to the bottom. 
It was observed that the first seemed dead drunk: 
‘yes, (said a wag) but he’s not so far gone as the 
gentleman bolow.’ 

A pert strippling asked an old gentleman, which 
was the right road to the state-prison: ‘the one 
you travel every day,’ replied he. 

Monsicur being about to remove from his shop, 
his landlord observed it was a good stand for bu- 
siness: the Frenchman replied, ‘O yes, he‘s very 
good stand for de business; be gar, me stand all 
day,nobody come to make me move for de business. 
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[ By our Letter-Box. ] 


MONODY 
On the Death of an amiable young Lady. 


Alas! the spark of life has flown, 
The bud is blighted ere twas blown, 
Yet blooms in worlds to us unknown. 


Our loss is her eternal gain, 

Her suffering frame is free from pain, 
Her spirit joins the heavenly train. 
Then, dearest friends, let us not mourn, 
But place our hopes beyond “that bourne, 
‘“‘From whence no traveller doth return.” 
Yet Nature will demand the tear, 

For her whose virtues were so dear! 
Then let us the sad tribute pay, 

And bathe the spot where cold doth lay 
Our loved Louisa’s breathless clay. 
Heaven to us the'treasure gave, 

Which now lies mouldering in the grave; 
Again it claims it for its own, 

And seats her near Jehovah’s throne! 
Then blessed be thy name, O God, 

May we revere thy chastening rod; 

And each with anxious zeal prepare 
Immortal bliss, like her, to share. 


Then welcome, ruthless hand of death, 
With smiles we'll then resign our breath; 
Leaning on Him whose grace can save, 
And claim a victory o’er the grave: 

And with our dear Louisa sing 

Hosannas to our heavenly King, 

And shout, **O death, where is thy sting!” 


L. H 


STREPHON AND DELIA. 


Fair Delia, take this brilliant gem, 
Tis from the Indian mine; 

0! would it were a diadem, 

Dear maid, it should be thine. 


In native lustre, sparkling clear, 
Unnumber’d beauties see, 

Tis chaste as virtue’s self, and thus 
Sweet r- mph—resembles thee. 


Strephon—the tender maid reply’d, 
This ruby can no joys impart; 
Ah no! I value far beside, 


That richer gem, thy faithful heart, 


RAPA OA AWW BOWE 
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Tis not the diamond-stone I prize, 
That shines with radiance clear; 
But the mild lustre of thine eyes, 


For sweet affection sparkles there. 
—S— 


W.B.T. 


The following is the original song of ‘Bonie Doon,’ 


as written by Burns. Every one knows how vari- 
ously perverted this beautiful morceau has been 
by every conceited transcriber. L. 
Ye flowery banks 0’ bonie Doon, 

How can ye blume sae fair; 

How can ye chaunt, ye little birds, 

And I sae fu’ o’ care? 


Thou’lt break my heart, thou bonie bird, 
That sings upon the bough; 

Thou minds me o’ the happy days 

When my fause love was true. 


Thou’lt break my heart, thou bonie bird. 
That sings beside thy mate: 

For sae I sat, and sae I sang, 

And wist na o’ my fate. 

Aft hae I roved by bonie Doon, 

To see the woodbine twine; 

And ilka bird sang o’ its love, 

And sae did I 0’ mine. 


Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose 
Frae affits thorny tree; 

And my fause luver staw the rose, 
But let the thorn wi’ me. 


CHAUNCEY AND YEO. 
Air, the Legacy. 

If bold Chauncey were old and blind, 
Then /emmy Yeo would know no fear; 
His ships on the lake you‘d be sure to find, 
They'd be cruising there, and carousing here: 
Butfet him, like Cesar, beware of the morrow, 
‘Ang guard well his stars and his garters bright, 
F¢ fear that bold Chauncey their lustre might 


borrow, 
illumine our lakes with another fight. 


j 


fs when ‘the running fight’ was o’er, 


He‘d better have left his skulking hole, 


‘Than sneak as he did thro a backside door, 
/ If he wisht to evince a dauntless soul; 


But if I am not quite mistaken, 

Some of these days as he's cruising along, 

He’ fall in with Chaencey, who'll roast his ba- 
When I‘li sing one more verse tomy song. [con, 
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New Weekly Publications. 








PROPOSALS 
lor publishing, by subscription, a uniform edition, 
OF ALL THE MOST ADMIRED 


NOVELS 


AND 


ROMANCES, 


In Cheap Weekly Numbers. 
CONDITIONS. 


A Number (or Part) shall contain at least 16 pages, 
duodecimo, or pocket size, and be delivered to sub- 
scribers every Monday, for 64 cents, payable on de- 
livery, or by the month or quarter in advance. 

Every Number shall be printed with uniform ex- 
actness, on new type, and in the best manner and 
mode for binding, being done up in temporary co- 
vers for preservation 

Subscribers at liberty to withdraw’ their names at 
the conclusion of any one Novel or Romance, if dis- 
satisfied with the work. 

Those who procure Five Subscribers shall receive 
the Numbers regularly without charge, during the 
continuance of such five; and those who make it their 
interest, will be paid the usual allowance ip cash. 

Subscribers’ Names received at H. €. Lewis’s 
*‘Weekly-Publication Office,” No. 164 south 1) th st. 


ALSO, 
For publishing, on the same Plan and Conjitions, 
a general collection of 


PLAYS, 
COMEDIES, TRAGEDIES, 
FARCES, &c. 


ALSO, 
For publishing, on a similar plan, a Weekly Col- 
lection of 


SONG-MUSIC, 


'To be entitied the 
SONGSTER’S WEEKLY COMPANION, 
Or General Remembrancer of all the most admis 
ed and favorite Airs, Melodies, Marches, &c. 
Price 12 cts. a number. 


I 
Persons who wish to be supplied with any of these 


extensive works, complete, for the trifling ¢ax of 


six cents a-week, will please send their Names and 


Address to this dffice, directed to 
H. C. LEWIS, 
No. 164, south Eleventh street. 
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WESTERVILLE AND LOUISA; 
OR, 
THE TEMPLE OF SENSIBILITY. 


A NOVELETTE, ig 
(Price 12} Cents, in coloured covers.) ° 


No. 164 south iith street. 
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A Print, 7 by 9, price 64 cents, coloured. i. 
HE “HARP OF ERIN strung to the Me- d 


mory of Emmett. 


Just Published and for Sale, by 
H. C. LEWIS, 





Fuly 6.— No. 164, south Eleventh st. 
UST received, and for Sale, by H. C. Lewis, a 
No. 164, south Eleventh-st. Price 50 cts. E 
MEMOIRS 4 
of the late Ri: 
PRINCESS CHARLOTTE AUGUSTA # 
OF 
Wates and Saxe Coxpourc; | 
In which are introduced some interesting Anec- a 
dotes, never before published. BL: 
Embellished with an elegant Engraving of the 4 
Princess. 


June 27, 1818.— 
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eo SALE, at No. 164, south Eleventh-st. 
(Price 25 cts.) 


POEMS, 


BY HENRY C. LEWIS, 


ENTITLED 


THE LYRE OF LOVE 
AND 
HARP OF SORROW. 


Also for Sale at 


W. Charles’s Bookstore, North Third-st. 

Rt. Desilver’s, Walnut-st. 

A. Finley, corner of Chesnut and Fourth, 

And D. Hogan, Market-st. 

UST PUBLISHED, & for Sale by H.C.Lewis, 
No.164 south Eleventh street, (Price 63 cents,) 


The WEEKLY SONG-BOOK, No. 11. 
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